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Please find out by your powers the fate of my sister-in-law, whose
beauty makes her a kinswoman of goddesses. Please try your
best to bring her here if she should be still alive. Fight the ogres,
cheat the ogres, and bring her back to safety.

NAGA. My lord and master, be not anxious. If she is alive, I
will steal the fairy-like princess with all the six kinds of handsomeness,
I will steal her from the ogres, I will take her away from ogre-land.

[The NAGA moves up-stage, HERMIT and PRINCESS leave the scene ^
and the orchestra plays. When it stops, the NAGA has arrived at
that part of the forest where the ogre-city is situated.]
Oh, this is an imposing city. This is indeed worthy to be the
capital for the great Daywagonban to dwell in. Look at the well-
fortified turrets on the high walls, look at the iron gates. Moats
surround the city. Here are gates for soldiers to come out and attack
besiegers, over there are gates for soldiers to re-enter the city after an
attack. Those must be shelters for bowmen, these are corners for
spearmen. Look at those gardens and parks, look at these ponds and
lakes in which the water-lily sleeps. A wide river flows through the city,,
dreaming of the forest-clad mountain-sides down which it has come.
From the drum-towers, sweet drums tell the hour. Towers in gold
and silver vie with each other in height. Is it the city of gods, is it the
abode of human kings, or is it only an ogre-city? But wherein is the
difference? Yes, a handsome city, an artistic creation of the ogre-
brain. But I must not lose time by admiring their city. I must use
my powers and hide myself to watch.

[Enter DAYWAGONBAN, ogre ministers^ and PRINCESS MINKISSA.]
DAYWA. She is under my power, in my hands, yet she has-
persistently refused nay love. What sort of a merchant is she ? Her
goods are worthless, they ought to adorn a broken-down cottage. Yet
she refuses to sell them. I will force the obstinate seller to part with
her wares. I will make her sell all I want, and all at my price. Ho,,
ministers, put Mistress Thickhead into an emerald casket, lock her in
it, and put it in a deep dungeon. Let her suffer for seven days, let her
mind become weary with despair. Then she will yield.

[Exit.    PRINCESS MINKJSSA is put in an emerald casket, and

the casket is put in the dungeon.    Ministers leave the stage.

PRINCESS MINKISSA is now supposed to be underground.]

NAGA.   Ha, ha, I know where they have put the golden princess*

queen of grace.    I will go into the ground, and travelling  in the